24             Portraits and Sketches

frequent interludes of floating.) At first he
to get out of the tide, and then, realising the hope-
lessness of this, he set himself to shout and yell, and
he told me that the sound of his own voice, in that
stillness of racing water, struck him as very strange
and dreadful Then he ceased to scream, and
floated as limply as possible, carried along, and
then he was suddenly aware that in a few minutes lie
would be dead, for the possibility of his being saved
did not occur to him.

I asked him what he thought about in that
dreadful contingency, and he replied that he had
no experience of what people often profess to
witness, the concentrated panorama of past life
hurrying across the memory. He did not reflect
on the past at all. He was filled with annoyance
that he had not finished his "Songs before Sunrise/'
and then with satisfaction that so much of it WHS
ready for the press, and that Mazzim would be
pleased with him. And then he continued : *' I
reflected with resignation that 1 was exactly the
same age as Shelley was when he was drowned/'
(This, however, was not the case; Swinburne had
reached that age in March 1867 ; but this was part of a
curious delusion of Swinburne's that he was younger
by two or three years than his real age,) Then,
when he began to be, I suppose, a little benumbed
by the water, his thoughts fixed on the clothes he
had left on the beach, and he worried his clouding
brain about some unfinished verses in the pocket of
his coat. 1 suppose that he then fainted, for he